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'The Nobleman's Cruelty to his Son. 5 


TART I. 


Bm parents ard lovers. I pray now attend 


Unto this relatioon which h-re I have penn'd. 


*T'is of a young ſquire that now I do write, 


Who courted his father's maid day and night. 
Tho! ſhe was a ſervant, of mean degree, 
And he a young ſquire, as rich as might be. 
He met this maiden one day in the hall, 
Unto her this compliment then he let fall: 
Thou ſweeteſt jewel, and Joy of my heart, 
It's a pleaſure to meet, but a grief to part. 
Now grant me the favour tho joys to reſtore, 
Since hever was lover ſo wounded before. 
For thee I have ſuffer d much ſorrow and pain, 


Therefore, my jewel. do me not diſdain : 


But ſend a ſoft glace from thy beautiful eyes, 


To comfort thy lover who languiſhing lies. 


% 


The damſel ſhe ſlood like a perſon firuck dumb, 
While blood like flaſhes of lighaing did come. 

At length ſhe broke filence : Young 'iquire, forbear, 
1 am your poor ſervant, therefore forbear. 

There's many young ladies of honour and fame, 
That's fix for your grandeur, and equal your name ; 
But I am a damſel of mean degree, 

Content in tais ſtation, your ſervant to be. 

There's none in the world I admire like thee. 


Then why will my jewel be cruel to me 


And cauſe me with anguiſh to figh and complain; 
O wound me no more with cruel diſdain. 
What weapon's compar'd with the arrow of love ? 


Is goes thro'Ibe heart, and often does prove 


Deſtruction, if Cupid hath power to eize, 


If he wounds in our ſleep,” we die by degrees. 


Receive my petition, yquchſaſe to compleat 
My happineſs, in {weetraptures of joy, 
No longer be cruel, no longer be coy. 
O what makes thee filene, ſweet Suſan the fair ? 


In fetters of love 0 lay at your ſeet, 


Why muſt I live between hope and deipair ? 


My dear can be wedded in ptivate to me. 


O why in this lingering ſtate muſt I bleed? 


© Reſtore me to life, or diſpatch me with ſpeed, 


At his-melting words ſhe begant to comply, 
With fighs from her heart, and tears from her eyes. 
J conſent, noble ſquire, to be your bride. 

But what will become of us both, ſhe reply'd, 

When the noble knight, your father dear, 

And the good lady, your mother, doth hear ? 
We both ſhall be ruin d. Ne'er fear it, faid he, 
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EXT morning in private they both wedded were, 


No triumph was teen, but indufrious care. 
He kiſs'd her, and ſaid, 1'll be true to thee, dear, 
And no friend I have of this bleſſing ſhall hear. 
So love, I would have you be private awhile, 
Diſcover if not, tho? you ſhould be with child. 
Speak mothing of wedding, ſpeak nothing of me, 
For fear my parents prove cruel to the. 
Take courage, and ſuffer ſhame for awhile, 
Until my parents we can reconcile : 
And jn a ſhort time we ſhall come to agree, 
If thou, my dear jewel, wilt be ruled by me. 
With kiſſes and loving embraces like wiſe, 
She vowed ſhe would, with tears in her eyes, 


They parted, and none of his friends, tis ſaid, 


Knew that the fquire had wedded the maid. 
But now comes the — and ſorrow at laſt, 
When five or fix months were gone and paſt, 


So large in the waiſt ſhe began to ſhow, 


Her coats and aprons too ſhort did grow. 
Her lady ſaid; What is the matter now? 
Methinks you look mighty big, Mrs. Sue. 


Come tell me with whom you the wanton have play'd ? 


For you are with-child. Yet nothing ſhe ſaid. 
What ſpark, Mrs. Suſan, has led you aſtray ? 

Come tell me, or elſe I will turn you away. 

Yes ſhe would jay nothing, but ſeem'd diſcontent, 

With tears in her eyes from her ſervice ſhe went. 
To one of the tenants then ſtrait ſhe did go 

And there did abide in ſorrow and woe. 


Until travailing pains came on her io faſt, 
As weinen and midwiſe were ſent for'at laſt, 


Now while this poor ſoul was in racking pain, 
The women and midwife, with much diſdain, 
Come tell us the father, the midwife did cry, 
Or elſe you in ſorrow and anguiſh mult lie, 

An honeſt good huſband I have, I declare, 
Whoſe honoured name awhile I forbear 
To mention, altho*' my life I do pay. 
For my ſweet huſband I'll never betray. 

Becapſe of his noble honour and ſame. 
Then in came the ſquire, the ſquire by name, 
Who uneer the window had liſten'd awhile, 
Crying to the midwife, Deliver the child. 

How dare you deny to deliver my wife? 
Whom I do love as dear as my life. 


The midwife and women ſaid, Madam, fit down, 
And ſoon we will bring the young ſquire a ſon. 
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PART III. 4 
UT as to what follows in the third part, 

I'm ſure it will pierce each true lover's heart. 
I think in all England the like was ne'er known, 
And fo, I pray now, take heed every one, 

It was told his parents the very next day, 
How Mrs. Suſan, whom they turn'd away 
For being with-child, was their ſon's wife, 
Who vows that he loves her as dear as his life. 

I cannot believe it, the father he ſaid. 
Nor I, ſays his mother, ſhe's none of his bride. 
Now while they were talking the ſquire came in, 
When ſoon his ſorrows and griefs did begin. 

We wiſh you much joy, his father he ſaid. 
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PART IV. | 

HEY failed next morning for the coaſt of Spain, 

but oh ! the poor ſquire return'd not again. 
A deſperate cannon ball did ſeparate : 


His head from his body at Vigo o late. 


'Tis thought that his parents had order'd it fo, 
I: poflible, he ſhould be flain by the foe. 
For in ſhort time a'ter, as I do declare, 
The ghJUſt of the '(quire did to them appear. 
And came to bis father and mother that night, 
The room it appeared like day, 'twas ſo light. 
The apparition appeared in blood. 
With his head in his hand by the bed-ſide he ſtood. 
With three bitter groans he was heard to cry, 


. 9 1 ny one pe. fit _ to be your bride - was you, cruel mother, caus'd my — 
, n Mrs, Suſan, of parents ſo poor ? nd then with a groan or two baniſh'd away. 
. If ſhe be your bride we'll own = no more. But ſtill he — unto them each day. 7 
ne, The 'ſquire then fell upon his knees, Wich them in the coach he at noou-day did ride, 
Dear parents, you may do as you pleaſe: And walk'd in the garden, cloſe by their fide; 
Altho' the ſame ſhould coſt me my life, And many a prank with his mother be play'd, 
7 Sweet Suſan, indeed, I have choſe for my wife. It is no great matter, his father he ſaid. | 
2 And ſhould. be the ſame, was ſhe poorer than Job, | Thro thy cruel pride I have loſt my (on, 
5 And I a prince royal, or lord of the globe. 2 Thod worſt of women, ſee what thou haſt done. 
= That jewel, ſweet Suſan, I {year ſhould be mine. > So to his ſon's wife he went, as we hear, b 
2 Well, well, ſaid his mother, it is my defign z And ſettled upon hea two hundred a year. 
* To baniſh you both, tho' it coſt me my life. [2 Unknown to my lady, ſweet daughter, ſaid he, 
. . — but ſmall comfort eo per for a wife, 5 * - to maintain my — an _ 
\ is mother away in a paſſion did run, 2 reaſon your huſband, my ſon, is , 
Ds Declaring he'd murder both her and her ſon. * Ob f then T am ruin'd, Im ruin d. ſhe ſaid. 
85 5 What —_ thou 1 0 8 ſaid he ? 7 Was ever poor damſel ge like — 2 
10 is ao Chriſtian part thus cruel to be. My ſweeteſt of huſbands lies dead in t . 
* 1 mo of reg what _ you _ done? 75 She kiſs'd hrr dear int ant a A * w_ 
ho urder poor innocents to plague. your ſon. 70 Now thy father is dead, none but thee I adore. 
e play d? 2 The lady, his mother, Hick ambitious heart, 2 Do — my dear daughter, be diſſatisfy d; 
2 / Said nothing to him, but thence did depart. 4 For you and your infant | mean to rovide. 
, Now in ſhort time after they found out a way 3 "Twas my unkind lady caus'd this diſcontent. 
2 WB The life of the ſquire, the ſon, to betray. 2 And ſo up to London away ſhe was (ent. 
T — 95 The very next morning they ſent for their ſon, 2 _ Where now [I will leave her in ſorrow and woe, 
t. © 4 e yn. _ and —_ be done. wc 2 the * 2 ＋ og ; 
, ſtrive for to pleaſe your mo me, 2 nd cauſed them to lament day and n 
TM To-morrow, my <4 — bound for the ſea. . When ſtrait for the clergy his father did write. 
2 Along with brave Ormond and Rooke yeu muſt go, Þ When theſe learned men from Oxford did come, 
| To fight the proud Freneh and the Spaniards alſo. ke If you can but lay this ſpirit of my ſon, 
n, Jy And in the mean time I will ſtrive, my dear child, me Five hundred pounds to you I will pay. 
For to make your mother and you reconcil'd. ; 3G He haunts me wherever J go night and day. 
+: Pll likewiſe be kind te your wife and ſon, 2 Moſt part of the night he did with them contend, 
7 Well then, noble father, your will ſhall be done, At laſt, being conquer'd, he begged of them 
He come to his Suſan with a heart full of woe, 4G That they would not put him into the Red Sea. 
And aid, My dear jewel, from you I muſt go. No, no, ſaid the clergy, we grant it to thee. 
2 Thereſore, my ſweet wife, I bid you adieu, * Sir K night, ſaid the clergy, where ſhall he be laid? 
Since my cruel parents do force me from you. ls my fiſh-pond, under that iſland, he ſaid. 
Alas! for to plough the watery main, No in this iſland e'er fince has been ſeen | | 
p 2 Kind Heaven, protect thee till I come again. A ſmall tree, which in winter and ſummer is green. 
- My ?ather commands me to ſail the next wind, . Hi father ſaid, I have ruin'd my ſon. | 
I hope in ſhort time to us he'll be kind: 3 His mother cries out, Oh ! what have I done? 
Now while he was telling his ſorrowful tale, lis wife lameats for her own ſquire dear. 
A Tho wind it grew high. and the ſhip it ſet fail. Aud ſo let this tragical tory end here. 
1 . . . . . A | 
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